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in there with him; and she knew who it was loo! It was Torn
Barter. She stood for a second, resting herself, with her parcel
propped upon the balustrade. She did not pause there to listen;
she paused because she felt unable to enter and equally unable
to go away. It was one of the most wretched moments of her
life in these last agitating weeks.
"Fm going to make a little money," she heard Barter say,
"and then I'm going to clear out of this blasted hole. That was
what Mary and I used to do all the time when we were so thick.
We used to curse these bloody superstitions! It's all a fake. It's
only to draw visitors. Your precious boss, Geard, is the greatest
humbug of all. But of course you know that! You're out for
making a little money, just as I am; and then, Holy Moses!
you'll do a bunk just as I shall!" There was a sound of shuffled
chairs and the clatter of china. Mary Crow became suddenly con-
scious that her attitude to Glastonbury had changed of late. It
was Tom Barter she hated nowr, not Glastonbury.
John's voice uttered the next words, and they did not improve
matters. "Where on earth has she put my whiskey?"* she heard
him cry. "Oh, I wish to God women wouldn't always tidy things
up!"
Then came Barters voice again. As far as she could catch his
words he seemed to be criticising John's biscuits: those Huntlev
and Palmer biscuits that she had bought with such care a week
ago! "It's just as if it were a rough-and-tumble undergraduate's
room in Oxford," she thought. Yes, Tom was criticising her bis-
cuits. He was strewing her rug with them too, no doubt, and
trampling them into it! They had now apparently found the
whiskey and were hunting for glasses. Then ensued more clatter
and more half-humorous and half-peevish groans. Then when
they had seated themselves again, still worse ensued.
"Don't be later than nine, Tom, will you?" she heard John
say. "And I'll get another bottle of this when the pub's open
again. If they're funny, where you live, about your coming in
late, you can sleep here with me. I've got a double bed."
She was unable to catch Tom's reply to this, but presently her
whole frame stiffened and a cold shiver ran through her.